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i “But walt!’t ghe ran on her cyes

flashing. “Perhaps we are not so eager|.

10 defend our .Zovernment \ ugn. wo
have a new ono every year, *But If the
men who are gathering in ‘Chihuahuh
invade our country, you wiH find that
a8 Sonorans those men will fight tc
the death. | ) )

“You laugh because you do not in-
derstand. But why should we So-
norang fight side by side with the
federals and ryrales? Are they not
the soldiers of Diag, who have slmply
changed to another master? That
Manuel del Rey was last year hunting
down Maderistas in the 'hlll.e now he
is fighting for Madero!
row? Who can say?®”

. Bhe shrugged her shoulders Scorn-

fully, end Hooker perceived that she =
was in earnest in her dislike of the

dashing captain, but prudence warned
him to say nothing If he would eocape
being drawn into the quarrel,

“No!"” she went on, aftér an expec-
tant pause, “let. the rurales pursue
thego bandits—they' aré hired for that
purpose! But If Orpzco and Balazar
Join this ladron, Bernardo Bravo, and
seek to enuturd our towns, then, Benor
Amerleeno, you- will see real war and
men flghting to the death!{ Ah, you
laugh again—you are o Texan and
Judge us gcnomxm by the cowardly
Chihushuans—but it Is the truth. And
I,.for one,” she added naivaly, “would
be almost glad to bave war. Do yon
know why? To see if you would really
defend me!".

She smiled, looking franily mto his
eyes, and Bud blushed to the roots of
his hair, but gnea ngain he held his
peace. =] .

“What, senor!” she bantered; “you
do not spenk? Surcly, then, your
friend De Lancey wns wrong when
,he edid you would save me! For loak,
Mr. Hooker, I am promised to marry
dear Phil; but how can I manage that
when Manuel del Rey is watching me?
It- s imposalble, 18 it not?”

“Seems Bo,” muttercd Bud, and in
the back of hid head he began to think
quickly. Here was the fountainhead
of his misfortunes, and if sle had her
way sbe would lay all his plans in
ruins—and even then not marry Phil
In fect, from the light way ahé«snnka
he seneed ghat she did not intepd to
marry him, .Her grudge was against
Manuel del Rey Who drove away. all
‘Her lovers,

v eYell,” he unmmﬂ
-rush, 1 reckon—2hil's:
yeara.” -

“Hal” she erled contamptuausly.
“and do yo? think he will derve? Nol
At a word from me hé will flee to the
border and-i shall juln him in the
United States!” '

“What?" .demanded Bud; *“Phil de-
aert?" :

In a moment he saw what such o
move would mean to him—to
and the Tagle Tail—and he ‘woke sua-
donly from his calm.

“Here mw." he a.ud. lcuwllu -n he

"I.heron nn‘
ted for l!,vo'

I

And tomor: |-

to keep from being executed, nml-“
that's about all!"

“And not a word about me?” ,

“Yes,” ndmitted Bud; “he sald he'd
try to.put up.with it-—on account of
you---and—"'

“YWuat?” she enfrenled toking him
besecchingly by tho coat,

#Well," stammered Hooker, l!llﬂ.hl
his feet and looking away, “he told &
to kinder u:ke care of you—-—whila ho
was gone."

“Ah!” ehe breathed. still stundln:
close to him, “ard w'il you do it?" , T
“I rec.on £0," said Bud, “if we hmr

any trouble.”

“But I'm in trouble row!" she crleﬂ.
“I'm* watched—I can't get uwny-—-qm'l
I'm afrajd!”

“Afrald of what?” he demanded. . -

“Of him!"” she answered, her volqa
breaking; “of Manueldel Rey!" 1

“Well,” replicd Hoo%er bluntly, “I’ve

got nothjng to do with that— I can

“But I'm In Trouble Now1™ She Srled.
interfére in your' ove affairdibut’i

. they's wn'l' and’they. try tp. take the

town, you can.efunt.on. me.”. . )

'O, thank/ you,”. she eald, bowlng
Batirically, Aml dn :mu upect l’
wari".

"Not with tlmt bunch of hombrea!"
returned’ Bud, waying a disparaging
hand toward the nolsé of the shouting.
At this ghe broke down and lnuxhe;l.
Evidehtly she was not so, tau'tnl ol
discgvery after all

“You' forget, sir,” she uld, "thnt I
am & Mexican!"”,

Then, as he fafled " to s‘:ow any slgns
of contrition, she eh.nn;ad har mond
agaip, .. : ®

’
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be. bashﬁl!; .

m your motor

pg| expert on' the’ way bick

1 and * Bhe' Bhranl: away instinctively.
l‘Tha

-like to! get:me, too. Then your father

*¢| warmly.

‘| brave—that I put my faith in_ Phil.

‘Bravo and ' His rebel rafders pos

-“l; turn
'tn town, took, out

nw that. ghe was laughing at him,
“you've made me and Phil enough
trouble. You let gthat boy alone,
savyy?* 3

He, stooped toward her as ho spoke,
fixing her with masterful eyes that
had'duned many a bad horse and man,

B8hé glanced at him shyly ané
d u\iﬁr toward the open door.
‘1 do what I please, Mr. lHook-
e h y returned, balancing on tl..
verga of flight.
-YAll right,” Bud came back; “but
don'tiynu.call me in on it You (-
made & f60l of Phil—I suppose you'd

would grab our mine.”

“What do you moan?”’ she chal-
lenged, turning back upon him,

“l mean this,” responded Hooker
“Phil 'Imida the title to our
mito. If he deserts he loses his Mexi-
can cltizenehip and his clalm {8 no
good. Dut you don't need to think that
Your fathor will get the mine then, be-
cause he'll have to whip me first!”

“O-ho!” ‘she eneered; “so that Is
what you are thinking of? You are a
true gringo, Mr. Hooker—always
thinking about the money!"

“Yes,” returned Bud; “and even at

that I believe your old man will best |

me!"

She laughed again, with eudden
capriclousness, and stood tapping the
floor with her foot.

“Ah, 1 eee,” ghe eald at length, gag-
fog at him reproachfully; “you think
I am working for my father. You
think I got poor Phil into all this
trouble In order to cheat him of his
mine. But let me tell you, Senor
Gringo,” shé cried with sudden fire,
“that I did not* I have nothing to do
with my father and his schames. But
if you do not trust me—"

Bhe turned dramatically to go, but
when Hooker made no effort to stay
hor she returned once more to the at-
tack,

“No,” she said, “it was because he
was an American~because he was

These Mexican men are cowarde—they
are afraid to stand up and fight! But
Philip dared to;make love to me—hbn
dared to sing to me at might—and
when Manuel del Rey tried to stop him
he stood up and made a fightl

“Ah, that 18 what I admire—a man
who i brave! And let me tell you,
8enor Hooker, I shall always love your
friend! 1If I could run away I would
marry him tomorrow; but this cur,
Manuel del Rey, stands in the way.
Even my own father I8 agalnst me.
But I don't care—I'don't céare what
happens—only do nat th!nk that I am
not your ftlend!"

She paused now and gl:mced at him
shyly, and as her eloguent e es met
his own Bud felt suddenly
was elncere. The gnawing nnd c .
sive foubta that had eaten at his) e.nrt
foll away, and he saw her now in her
trys besuty, with no uneasy. “I.ﬁtm.ghti
of treackery to polaon hig honest Iova,

1 belleve you, lady,” he eaid, “And
I'm glad to know you,” he added tak-
ing off hia kat and bowtnz awkwsidly.
“Anything I can do for you, don®, hesi-
tate to abk for it—only I.can't go
agalnst my pardnera on this mine.”

He bowed agaln and retreated
towaid the door, but she followed hlm
impuleively.,

- “Bhake nends,” Bhe ea!d lmldlnx out
both her own, “and will yon help me?*

“Surol" answered Bud, and as- her
soft fingera cloged on his he-took them

gently, for' fear that he might erush

tham and neyer know.

!.
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A mnnth ot weary walting followed
that da:r of dnya in Fortuna, and. still
there was'no word from Phil. Bei-nnrgd

8

tlu'bush the mountalina to the mst, and
news came of heavy fighting in Chi-
hughua. Don Cipriano Aragon moved
Rid family back to 'his haelenda and
Gracld became only a dream. ..
"Thep,. ona ;day, as ‘Hooker' and the
Yagul were Ind)lgtrlously pounding out
gol’d o messengor caine out from town
,,,,, {th & telegrét In his hand.

mfwmn?:er"' ..:N'q e‘l:nmu to l:ulq

“No. 1'll be ’sm'nad if I dol" wWuts
tered Bud. Then ho sat down to think.

'“Amigo,!! he sald to the Yaqui, “sfe
sou o Mexlcan duup! cnn you sat.
title to mifie?? =~ .

Mo’ g ‘Mexichn?” repeated Amio, |

mp'nlnx hlmuall onm’; the chest. "N’o.
genor! 'Seguro-g que’ nul" i

“All right then;" ohserved Bud ‘bit-
terly, f'here. goes’ nothin;—nowhml
;[ellm ’ mj-’ul!l"

He passad th ger on the vmr
e i el L
citigen, .pf up mine

k, snd m

‘the Bagle Tall in‘tis own name. ' Be«
fore: _ridlng; bm:lto m %

' { him- :nweap come:and get
Hot 20 rq thl"‘meh thara i

' 'lpnlm and, with s jerk b'!tﬁo hud to

7 -.n* mu‘amﬁw’:m*

llke -a-buck. Bud-went out sullenly
to 1ieet them, his black mood showing
in his lowerwg eyes, and he halted
them by the savagery of his cursing.

¥You: cockdyed old reprobate,” he
snarled; advanetng threateningly upon
the pnllng Aragon, “this makes throe
times You've' cbme Intc my camp cnd
brought your gun with you! Now take
it offi” he yelled, dropping suddenly
into Spantish. “Take that gun off—do
you understand?”

Sna violent and unexpected wans his
asgault that J¢ threw Aragon Into a
panie, and,even Manuel del Iicy soft-
ened his manner.as he Inquired into
the cause, , 1

“Never mlqd.” answered Bud,
smiling crustily ‘et Aragon lald aside

“"I‘nke Thﬂ Gurl Ol'l' Do You l.lm!arb
ohlidw

his arms; “I m{_ “¢hnt hombre welll
Now what. can I de for you, capitan?”

“De so kind as:to tanke your hand
from your belt,” replied Del Rey with
a emile that was intended to placate.
“Ah, thank lyou—e¥cuse my nerves—
now I can tell you the newe. ' I regrot
to inform you, senor, that your friend,
De Lancey, b4 dedarted from my com-
miind; taking his arms and equipment
with him. In cafe he I8 captured he
will be shot, na 6 débgrter.”

“Your ! news ‘1s::8ld} copitan,” re-
Jolned Hooker., “I knew it two days
Aago. And you can tell Mr. Aragon
that it.,;q po.use for him to.try to get
this mine—1I becamnje, A.Mex{can citizen
yeatarday, and lqgated, it myselt.”

“So we learned,"” rebponded the tap-
taln ~pubvaly.: "'lt'!'uhsf-'purl‘. of oy
arrand today:to agkTif you wouid not

nlist in my compsu‘s*'b! Yurales.”

"Muchd.u gracing)’ ehplum y
nﬁ‘a‘l‘ed ‘Hobfer with’ ‘he'avy
do ot care tot* - ! i

"Bqt your, Erleml-r-" irotested Man-
uel,del: Ray ‘with an.inginuating smile.

“My:friend: was in jall,” put in Bud;
“he was to be‘shot. at,sunrise. But
mira, ‘an'ﬂso. I'am nbdt'tn jall, and,
fur! ker*ncre, 1 do not inténd to be.'*’

‘*That' 1s very creditable to you,”
laughed Del Rey; “but even then you
are entitlefl to enllat. Tha sonntry ig
rull qt turbulent fellows who have to

chught or &ifled.’ Cbme now, you
undamtnnd my arrnnd——wh:v make it
lmrd for me?" 2

"No, mnr." returned  Bud grlmly,

“I know nothing of : yoyr errand.” But

Ans=
irony. “I

“this 1 do know. 1 have done mothing

for which I can be arrested, and if any
man tries to make me join the army—"
he hooked his thumb into his belt and
regarded the captain Nxedly.

“Ah, very well,” snid Del Rey, jerk-
ing his waxed mustachips,’“I will not
presa the matter. But I understand
from ons of my, men senor, that you
are harboring  a - dangerqus oriminal
here—the same man, perhaps, whom I
saw, running up-the canyon"

He smiled menningly .at this, Imt
Bud-was swiff to defend kis Ya.qnl

“No, senor,” he replied, "I have no
such criminal. I have a l‘laxlun. work-
ing for me who {5 one’of the best
miners in. Sonora, and that is a.ll l
know about him." -

“A Mexican?" reyualod Dal Rar,
arching 'his eyebrows. “HExcuse me,
sir, but'Jt is, my ]mslnsu to know
every man in this dietrict, and hae is
no Mexican, but & Yaqul.' Moreover,
hs {8 a fugitive and en nutlnw. ‘and ¢
be had gotlbeon enlisted with the fed-
crala I' ahounld have arruml ‘him'whan
ha passed. through Fortina. 80,1 warn,
you, slr, hot to hide ‘hlm, or you wilk
ba liablé to the law,” =

vy mmmvmm. mw
scornfully. = “I'miijust: hiring

I:Imu a'miner, and any mq you want
him. He's

gy atelatrisd tho
ihg nmlly at ﬁ:o hmal?z}"t a4 nut
bt ‘f'{. "".‘9,’& ao-

adfuhn as he
A

c;rapldiy d‘zwh tlm ~an-

! m.;;ixll-rqm

| he sensed his past, Thot was when

.secret of his thrift.

‘| nothing' but hl- great lrnm

etill Bud bullt a big fire and stood be-
fore It, his rugged form silhouetted
agalost tho fames. And soon, ns quict
as a fox, tho Yaqul appeared from Jthe
gloom.

“Did he come for me?" ho asked,
advancing warlly into the frelight,
“that capitan?”

“Yes,” answered Bud, “and for me,
00. But you must have known hlm
bofore, Amigo—he seems to be afrald
of you.”

‘A smile of satisfaction punsv:l over
the swarthy face of the Indiay gt this,
and then the lirea became grlhy agpin.
His eyes glowed with the light of some
great purpose, and for the first time
since he had been with Bud he drew
aside the vell from his past.

“Yes," he paid, nodding significantly,
“the rural fs afrajd. He Lnows I have
eomp to kill him."

He squatted by the fire and poured
out a cup of coffee, still brooding over
his thoughts—then, with a swift ges-
ture, he lald open his shirt and pointed
to'a scar along the ribs.

“He shot me there,” he sald.

“And so you have come tg kill him?”

“Yes,” nnswered Amigo; “but nat
now. Tomorrow I go to my people—
1 must tale m my money flrst.”

“Have you got a wife?" asked Hook-
er, forgetting for once his accustomed’
regerve,

“No,” grumbled Amiga, shmﬂng his
head eadly, "no wife”

“Oh, you take your money lo your,
father and mother.”

“No. No father—no mother—nndie!"

Ile threw up his open hands to slg-
nify that all wera gone, and Hooker
eald no more. For three months and
more he lad worked nlongside this
glant, silent Yequl and only once had

Amigo had torn his ehirt {n lifting,
and across the rippilng muscles of his
back thero h:d been shown the long
white walo of a -whip. .

It was the mark of his -former
slayery. when, with the rest of his peo-
ple, L:c had been deported lr! the hene-
quen fields of Yucatan and flogged: by
the overeeer's lash—agd Amigo was
cehamed of it. But now that he was
about to go, Bud ‘made bold to ask him
cue more question, to set his mind et
rest. . s

“Perhaps this captain Kkilled - your
peoplal"

“No, senor,” answered Am!so quiot-
1y; “they dled.”

HHo spoke the words slmply, but
thero was aumcthlng in his volee thot
brought up images of the past—of
peaceful Yaquis, selzed at every ranch
in Bonora on a certain night; of long
marches ovbrland, prodded on by
rurales and guards; of the crowded
prison-ships from which the most an-
guished hurled themselves into the
gea; and then the awful years of
slavery in the peleozed troples, until
only the hardlest were left. - :

. Amigo had seen it all, as the scara
on his broad beck nrmed—-bul. ha
withdrew now Into silence and left his

thoughts unsnid. As he sat there by

the fire, one long, black hand held out

to keep the gleam from his eyes, he

made a noble figure, but the Yaquqi

scngs which he had crooned on other

nights were forgotten, and Le held

himself tense and still. Then at lnst

he rose and gazed at Bud.

* "You pay me my money,” he sald,

“I go mow." E

“Sure,” answered Bud, and after he
had welghed out the equivalent in
gold on hls scales he flipped in some
mBre for luck and gave him a sack to
hold it,

“What you huy with all that?" he.
inquired with a friendly grin; "grub?”’

“No, senor,’ answered Amigo, knot-
ting the preclous gold in a handker-
chief; “cariridges!” .

“What for?” gquorled Bud, and then
it was Amigo who smiled.-

“To kill Mexlcans with!"” he replied,
and in those words Hooker rend the

While his wild brethren fought in
the hills or prepared for the battles to
come, It waa his part to carn the
money that gshould keep them in am-
munition. It was for that, In fact, that
Pprfirlo Diaz had selzed all the peace-
ful Yaquls in » night and shipped them'
to Yucatan—for he saw, that whila
they wera working the wild Yaquis
would never lack:

All the time that Amligo had bcen
doink two men's work and sabing on
the price of a shirt ho had held that
cheerful dream in his mind—to kill
more Mexlcans! °

. Yet, -desplte tlm pavagery in hlm,
Hnokar had come to llke the Yagqul,
and he Iied hlm atill. ‘With lhe
rurales on Lis trafl it was better that
he should go, but Bud wanted him to
return. 8o, knowing the simple hon-
esty of Indlans, he brought opt his
own spare pistol and placed it in Ami-
go's _hands, Often he had seen him
gazing at it longingly, for it was light-
er than his heavy Mauser aad better
for the journey. ' TP

**Hero,” he sald, “I will lend youn my
pistol—and you eap give it to me when
you come baclkV' ] :

. “Bure!™ answered the Indian; hang:
ing it on his lilp; “adiost” :

They nhgok hands then, an um‘
Yaqui disappeared {n the darknesh,’
the morning, when a sguad o ruml
closed. o on the camp, they flmq:

It was June nnd tho windstorms
which had swept ih- frdm: the south-
east dled away. No more, as in the
months that had 'pn.-ed ‘d14 the" dust-
plllar rise from the dump of the For-
tuna mill and go -wl:llnt up the zape

o
”A great calm and. heat utt!ed over

4 land,

dust.

i GHAP‘I’BR RIK.

‘ing in for supplice.

*Amd now, Bud, I want to ask you some-

[ taxes and lmualor his titie and con-

.somothing held him back—a grudging

‘to fight. Bo rensoned Hooker, mulling

_nﬁ._tﬂg& ,

bluo wall of the Slerras the first thun-
der caps of the ralny season rose up
tll they obscured the sky. Then, with
i rush of conflicting winds, a lenden
Ellence, und a crash gf filckering lght,
the storm burst In tropie fury and was
gone as quickly as it had come.

So, whils the rich landowners of the
hot country sat {dle and watched it
Brow, another storm gathered behind
the distant Blerras; and, as empty
rumors lulled them to o false security,
suddenly from the north came the
news of dasling raids, of rallroads
cut, troops routed, and the whole bor-
der occupled by swarming rebels,

In & day the southern country wns
fsolated and cut off from escape and,
while the hiordes of Chihuahus insur-
rectos lald siege to Agua Negra, tho
belated Bpanish haclendados camo
scuttling once more to Fortuna. There,
at least, was an American town whero
the courage of the Anglo-Saxon would
protect thelr v.omen in axtremity, And,
if worst came to worst, it was botter
to pay ransom to red-fing gencrals
than to fall vietinis to bnndlta and loot-
ers.

As the bass roar of tho great whistle
reverberated over the hills Bud Hook-
er left his lonely camp almost gladly,
and with his hard-won gold-dust sufe
beneath his belt, went galloplng into
town.

Not for three wezks—not since ho
received the wire from Puil and lo-
cated the Eagle 'Tall mine—had he
dared to leave hie claim. Ru=rales, out-
laws and Mexicamn patriots had aropped
in from day to doy and eaten up most
of his food, but none of them had
cought him nappiug, and he had no in-
tention that they should.

A conspiracy had sprung up to get
rid of him, to harry him out of the
country, and bek®nd it was Aragon.
But now, with the big whistle blowing,
Aragon would have other concerns.

He had his wife and daughter, the
beautiful Gracin, to hurry to the town,
and perhaps the thought of belng
caught and held for ransom would de-
ter him from stesling mines. Bo rea-
soned Bug, and, dragging o reluctant
pack-animal behind him, he eare rid-

At tho store he bought flour aad cof-
feco and the other thinge which he
needed most. As he was passing by
the hotel Don Juan de Dios halted him
fo» & moment, rushing out and thrust-
Ing a' bundle of letters into his hands
and hurrying back Into’ the' house, as
It fearful of being antectﬂd in such an
act of fricndship,

Long before he had lost his pardner
Bud had decided thyt Don Juan wug a
trimmer, & man whe tried to be all
things to dll people§y-ns a good hotel-
keeper muuld—-hut now he altergd his
opinion n’ liftle, for the letters wers
from Phil. He read them over in the
crowded plaza, into which the ~first’
refugees were just beginning to pour,
and frowded as he sKimmed l.ifbugh
the last. - 4

Of Gracla and va.ln protestations of
devotfon thers was'enmough and to
epare, but nothing about the minc.
Only in the first one, written on thd
very day. he had descrted, did he so
much as attempt gn excuse for g0 pre-
cipltately nbandopinx their ¢laim and)/
his Mexican eltizenship. ' Phil wrote:

My maill was being sent through head-
querters and locked over by Del Rey, so
I knew T would nuver recelve the papers,
cven if ey came. 1 hope you doa't feel
hard about It, pardner, Iiruger szays to
come out rl(;ill away, I would lhnve
stoyed with it, byt it wosn't any use.

thing. Wlhen you coine out, bring Graca
with you. Don't leave her at the mercy
of Del Rey. 1 would come mysclf If it
wuosn't sure death,
Bud; I count on you.

Tho other letters were all like that,
but nothing about ile mine. And yet
it . wus the mine that Bud was fighting
for—that they had fought for from the
first. The rallroad was torn up now,
and a flight with Gracia was hopd.ess,
but it was just as well, for he never
would abandon the Eagle Tall.

In two months, or three, when the
rebels were whipped off, his popers
migiit esme. Then he could pay his

De quickk about it,

sider the stealing of Gracia. But since
lie had seon. her nnd touched her hand

reluctance—and he was glad that his
duty lay elsewhere. If ghe was hie
gir] now he would como dawn and got
her anyway.

ﬂut she wae not his girl and, gasing
back grimly at the eecthing plaza and
the hotel that hid her from sight, he
rode somberly down tho rond. After
all, there was nothing to get execited
about—every revoltoso in tho country
was lined up around Agua Negra pnd,
with four hundred voldiers to oppose
thiem and wrtillery to shell thelr ad-
vance, it would be many a long day be-
fore they took that town. S

Twice already Agua Negra had

fallen before auch attucks, but now it}.

was protected by rifle-pits and ma-
chine guns get higiron mud roofs. And
then there were the Yaquis, stifl talth-
ful'to Madero. Thay. algna conld hold
the town, if they made ip thelr minda

‘over the news that hé had heard. But
he watched the ridges wgrily,: for uxa/
Jweat‘her was gopod for ralders, ¥
A day passed, and then nnolher. and
the . big ~wi'stlo’ blew only . for the
shifts; the lonecliness of the hills op-
pressed him as ho' gagzed out at the
quivering heat,' And. [then, 1o a toad
atter o show ﬂi&; ¢am& paddling
into camp thd. heels & thupdep
storm, his oﬂ{ % n?l’ his H:‘: and
hln bix feet sBguelc k\ ‘through the

Acmu his iﬁhﬁhm he wore a gy
woven hy some patient womsn

h'l':' tho belt besida
nud'n p.at:f ha‘%‘r# & n heavy knife,
b‘laqhm“l;ed from. a tpn -inch by

“man’s face was familar,

“lving oat in the brush. bul

“family about him
‘fat on the mona:r

-sunrd.

‘dysk the Mexicans irel'a
for the night and get Bind!fn.

fl
Blllman. . All dn’ -;ﬁ:fu
pandafis

:j'lf'."fl
T

'Bu!l tg_ar lln:emd on.

U -

i(ﬁ'?!; ‘n vy

% Fad
was n fine barbarinn, but he luokod
good to the lonely Bud;*

“Ola, Amigo!" he-hailed, atappins
out from the adobe house where he
had moved to avold the:rains; and
Amigo answered with'bis honest smile
which czarried no hint’ of puvagery or
deceit.

Try as he would, Tud could nuti
bring himself to thlnk of his Yaqui as
dangerous; and even when he bal-'
anced the Indlan's murilerous bowle-.
knifo In iz hands he rejarded it wlthi
a grin. It was u heavy weapon, broad
ncroes the hick, koen on cne edge,
and drawn to a point'ibut was l:goth;
sharp and strong, The haft was
wrapped with rawhidn. to  bold
cluteh of the hand.

“What do you do with this?” queried
Houher “Chop wood? Skin deer?” °

“Yes, chop wood!" aiétbered Amigo,
but he replaced it carefulty in his belt.

He looked the adobe house over
thoughtiully, listened . Tdhg to the
news of the border and of the rurnles’
rald on thelr camy, and retired to the
rocks for the night.* Evgn diud never
knew where he aluliiaz newhere up
on the hillside—In caves or clefts In
the rocke—and not even the mont
prossing, fnvitatlon could moake him
sharoe the house for a night. To Amigu,
a8 to on anlmul, a bouse was a'trap;
and he Lnow that the tlmes wero
treacherous,

8o indecd they were, ns Hooker wna
to'télirn to hia sorrow, oud but for tho
Yaqul and his murderous knife he
might easily have learn=d it too Iate.

It was evenling, alter a rainleas day,
and Bud vus cooking by the apon fira;
when suddenly Amigo vanleFed and
four men rode In from abo They
were armed with rifles, as beiditted the
times, but gave no signe--of- raffianly
bravado, and after a few w rds’ Bud in-
vited them to get dowh(gn

“Muchas graclas, senor,” -aid the
leader, dismounting and lny'ug his rifle
nsulnul a log, “we are not hungry.”

“Then " have somo coffes,” invited
Hooker, who mado it d"floint to feed
every one who stopped;-regardiess of
thelr merit; and ~i. * 1icro the Mexl-
can' declined, At this Dud looked at
him sbarply, for his refusnl did nbt
augur well, and it struck him the
He waoa tail
for a Mexican and heavily bullt, but
with a rather sinister cast nt"count&
nonce. '

' “Where, havé'l sben you bafore?”
asked Bud, nfter trying in wvain I.u
place him. *“In Foftunal” |

“No, senor,” answered the Mexican
pnlltnly “I have never been in l.hal'.
city. 1Is It far?”

“Ten miles by tho trail,” ragpom!ed
Hooker, by no. mesnf:rsg@anred, nnd
under pretext of Inviting them to ea
he took a look at tho other men. |
they had not-stopped to ect, what
then wag thelr errand while the ann_
was-sinking so low?---And why this
sullen refusal of the coffec which avety
Mextean-orimkgt —-=————u

the

Bud stepped inte th hmti:. as if-on
some errand, and w them up-
eeen from the interior, Secing them’

cxchange glances then, he leaned hia
rifle just fnside the door nnd wnnt.
nbout his cooking, ir il

it was' one of the ¢lmqux he too
_he ha
come to know this low-browed type of.
seml-bandit all too well'and had small
respect for thelrcourage. ''In case of -
trouble Amigo wps olose; by In the
rocks somewhere, jrqbu.bl'y, with his
gun in his hand—but'with a little pa-
tience and circumspectich ‘the unwels
come visitors would doum‘léao move
on, LNtk

Bo he thought hut lnatenﬂ they Hn-
gered, and when supper was cooked he
declded to go to a show-down—and i
théy again refused to Hit He wuuld
send thems, on_their way: —"=~~"

“Yen aniigos,” he gglﬁ._anren.dlns
out the tin plates for th “Come and
catyr 1 \;" Ay

The three low-bpows glared at thelr
leader, who had done what little ta
ing there was 80 far, and, selzed wi
a sudden animation, he iqnmedlatalr
mna to hio feet.

“Many thanks, senor” “ﬁ mld wlth ;
[ crln'lns and npccloua pullteneqs.
“Wu have come far and the trail is
long, s0 we will eat: The times are
hard for poor men now—this traitbr,
Madero, has made us all hungry. It is
by him ‘that we poor working men are °
driven to Insurrectlion—but we know
that the Amerlcans are our frlnnds.
Yes, senor, 1 will take come of :our
beans, and thank you.,”

He filled a plate ns he spoke and )

lifted a biscuit from the owv
tinuing with hie false patter w!
others fell to In slienco.
“Perhaps you have heard, senor,” he
went on, “the saying which fa in the

con;
e the

land: Mucho trabejo, paco dinero;:
no hay trijoles, viya Madero!’ uqch
work, 1ittle maney; no
live Maddro!] : e
“That, in tmth RETE o 'to the
“Mex{can people.  This " has' be-
trayed us'all;, he has “D. coun- .
‘fry and sot’ bmihqr 'agains ther.

“And now, while we slarys because the

mincs arp Bhit dmvn, he gnu:au bia

He ran ‘on In lllll t¥le, lﬂ.er I.ho }
faghlon of the ravoltooos, d: br ﬂ.a .
very commonplace of h
Bud  was thrown com ei'ﬂly oq j.u

That was® thé wi
talked, thess worthless. H“
—that and telling how
Americanos—and lljl
uhnnce. they wu'u !tl.o
mur ‘sack.

lt-becnh
woved the
lhe.'r gat a

He listened to the- bfx\lm wm: a R

palite toleration, belog. M Syl
turn his back, and’ate 5y
he waited, but though'l ‘wﬂ bomln;

11: 1o hurry:

ib
}u..ﬁ’ ﬂﬁm
winyed.

}:]l'ﬁ't’
L &

to depasi ‘Perbaps they

A

, long &



